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Price Six Cents, orn $3 00 rer ANNUM, IN ADVANCE. 
Groner F. Nessirtt, Printer, corner Wall and Water-streets, 
to whom communications must be addressed. 
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EST & MITCHELL, Plumbers and Tinamiths, 
, pt of 14th street and Hudson. Improved Hy- 
drante, Lead and Iron Pipes, and Lead work of every 
description. Kitchen Ranges, &c. jan, 16. 3m. 





Sigma (Wilder’s Patent) Fire and Damp 
Proof Salamander Safes.—The only objection 
ever made against Wilder’s celebrated Patent Fire 
Proof Salamander Safes was, that some of the first 
made (by Wilder) would mould and dampen books and 


~~ : 

The subscriber has invented a damp — composi- 
tion which he incorporates next to the Mahogany Book 
Case, separate and distinct, without altering or chang- 
ing the Fire Proof Filling (patented by Daniel F itzger- 
ald and by him transferred to Wilder at the Patent Of- 
fice, Washington,) which now renders these Safes the 
best article of the kind in use. : 

The exclusive right to make or sell the above Safes 
in this State is secured to the subscriber. 

Jones’s celebrated changeable Bank Lock will be 
furnished when ordered ,and for sale at manufecturer’s 
prices. A general assortment of double and single 
Salamander Safes. 

Also other kinds of new and second hand ones for 
gale low at the Iron Safe Depot, No 139 Water-st. 

*dec. 5. Ss. C. HERRING. 


URTIS’S FASHIONABLE UPHOLSTERY, Pa- 
per Hangings and Window Shade Establishment, 
No 419 Broadway, opposite Tattersall’s, New-York. 
Constantly on handa splendid assortment of Carved 
and Metal Cornices, Curtain Pins, Bands and Loops, 
Gimps and Gallocns for Curtains, Elegant Lace and em- 
broidered Curtains, Curtain Materials of every descrip- 
tien, Curled Hair, Mattresses and Feather Beds, Trans- 
arent Window Shades, Frisco and other Paper Hang- 
ings, with a complete stock of every article usually 
kept in establishments of the kind. 
fcy~Contracts made fur furnishing steamboats, ves- 
sel<, churches, and dwellings, with articles in the line, 
at the lowest prices. nov 28 


| INSURANCE IN NEW YORK. THE 
COLUMBUS INSURANCE CO., OF OHIO, 
incorporated in 1833, with a perpetual charter—capital 
$140.000, paid_ up and saf-ly invested, and a surplus 
of more than $40,000—will make insurance on every 
description of property, at the current rate of premium. 
All applications for insurance in New York, Brook- 
lyn, or any part of the Northern and Eastern States, 
will have prompt attention at the Agency No. 63 Wall 
Street, where all claims for losses, will be liberally 
adjusted and prompily paid. JOSEPH HOXIE, Agent. 
STEVENS ft Hoxig, Counsellors. 

. B. Extract from the policy :—“ And it is under- 
stood and agreed that atthe expiration of this risk, the 
assured—alove named—shall be entitled to receive as 
a return premiun, ten per centum of the amount of 
premium by him paid, as aforesaid, provided there be 
no loss accruing to this corporation on this policy.” *d3 


NEORGE F. NESBITT,STATIONER AND 

Xd PRINTER, Tontine Building, Corner of Wall and 
Water-streets, thankful for past favours, respectfully 
informs the public that he still continues in the above 
business, at his old stand, and that he is prepared to 
execute orders for Printing or Stationery of every va- 
riety, at reasonable prices and with unsurpassed expe- 
dition and punctuality. 

HOVER’S INKS, have established their superiority 
over all others, by a variety of certificates, including the 
First Premium at the Fair of the American Institute, 
are also on sale, by the subscriber, who is wholesale 
Agent for the State of New-York, ia every variety of 
bottles or quantity, wholesale or retail, at the manufact- 
urer’s lowest prices. 

WOOD TYPES.—The subscriber deems it only ne- 
Cessary to say, in relation to this article, that he is the 
manufacturer of “ Nespitt’s First Premium Woop 
Typ,” to ensure for it a continuance of that patronage 
it has so long enjoyed. Specimens are regularly deposi- 
ted for competition, at every Fair of the American In- 
stitute, and they invariably receive the First Premium. 
Printers who buy this type, and find them inferior to 
any ever before received, can return them to the Agents 
from whom they were purchased, and have their money 
returned. GEORGE F. NESBITT, 

*dec 5 Tontine Building, New-York. 


YOURAUDS LIBRARY OF ROMANCE, Jura 

XY Wrieur—Canto XXX. 

’Tis swect to see the lovely summer’s sun 

Rise bright, and gild each hill-top tower, and tree ; 

’Tis sweet at “dewy eve,’ to gaze upon 

The hazy twilight stealing o’er the lea ; 

Tis sweet to know one’s daily labor done: 

Then homeward haste to wife, child, toast, and tea; 

And yet, than these, methinks it is much better 

To get an ardent, burning, first-love-letter ! 
iy Our muse is wrong. The best thing in the world— 
especially for the cure of tan, pimples, freckles, sallow- 
ness, redness, roughness, erysipelas, ringworm, &c., 
is undoubtedly GOURAUD’S Italian Medicated 
Soap! and justas wellestablished is the fact that 
GOURAUD’S Poudres Subtiles, will positively erad- 
icate superfluous hair. 

Acents.—Boston, A. S, Jordan 2 Milk street; Low- 
ell, Carlton & Co; Worcester, Green & Co; Spring- 
field, Bliss ; Anthony, Fall River; ives, Salem; Guild, 
Bangor ; Robinson, Portland. *dec 5 

















OTT’S STOVES.—SHEPAKD & CO. 242 Water 

street, have on hand and are constantly manufac- 
turing Stoves of every variety, su sing in style and 
finixh, everything the market affords, The public can 
be supplied with stoves for halls, parlors, offices, steam- 
boats, and “ cabins, at cheaper rates than atany 
other esiablishment. Franklin, Box stoves, Cooking 
stoves and drums, of all descriptions. Russia, Eng- 
lish, Copper and Tin Pipe. Stove work of all kinds 
done in the hest manner. 

Ornaments, railing, mica, lustre, black lead, rivets, 
&c., &c., for the trade, Bolted soap stone, anthracite, 
and charcoals, fur Iron Founders. Animal black, 
Ivory black, Drop black; and Case Hardening of su- 
perior qualities. NOTT’S Stove Warehouse, 

nov 283 242 Water street. 

Hang up your trowsers on the outerdoor, 

The cry is Judy’s come. 

LL compliments, good wishes and benedictiona to 

Mrs. Judy. If she or any of her hundred thou- 
sand friends should want a pair of breeches, or any 
thing else in the way of Cloths, Cassimeres, Vestings, 
&c. of the choicest styles and patterns, made to order, 
they will find them at the Tailoring Establishment of 
A.R. Turner, 60 Fulton street, Brooklyn, who, with 
his otheraceomplishments, owns himselfan anti-ren<er, 
though a stickler for vested rights. *nov 28 





gp ee ahh YEARS OF THE LIFE OF AN 
Actor and Manaacger,—by Francis UC. WeyMss. 
Buncgss, Strincer & Uo., have in Press and will 
shortly issue the above estimable work—fit compan- 
ion and friendly rivalto Joe Cowell’s “Thirsty Years 
among the Players.” It will be found a faithful rec- 
ord of the vicissitudes and fortunes of the Drama du- 
ring the last thirty years; abounding al-o with orig- 
inal sketches, anecdotia, ke., of the principal actors, 
including the Keans, Matthewses, Edwin Forrest, An- 
derson, Hackett, Miss Ellen Tree, Madame Vestris, 
Hamblin, aud the whole round of prominent profession- 
al characters that have come within the author’s per- 
sonal observation during his long period of manage- 
ment. The reader will find in the perusal the literal of 
Shakspeare’s “ wise saw,’ when he wrote “All the 
World’s a Stage and al! the men and women Players.?’ 
The price will be 50 eents. 

BURGESS, STRINGER & CO 

222 Bruadway, cor. Ann street 





*dec 5 


HE RAINBOW, 40 Howard street, near Broadway. 
The subscriber most respectfully returns his 
thanks to the public forthe very liberal patronage re- 
ceived by him during the last year, and hopes to 
retain the good fecling and patronage heretofore ex- 
tended to him by the frequenters of the Rainbow. 
On visiting the Rainbow you will encounter that 
luminary called the Major, whose countonance is ever 
unobscured except by a passing cloud caused by the 
smoke of a mild Habana or Woodville. The following 
relishes served up: Chops, Steaks, Kidneys, Poached 
Eggs, Rarebits, Sardines, Cold Ham, Celd Beef, &c. &c. 
Suppers, lunches, and dinners, served in a private 
room. Rooms to let by the night for civil meetings ; 
also, a comfortable bedroom with fire place, to let. 
*nov 28 WM. DILLON. 


URGESS, STRINGER & CO., 222 Broadway, Ma- 
seum Building, corner of Ann street, Bookeell- 
ers, Printers and Publishers, beg to inform the public 
that at their storecan be found every description of 
Books printed in the United States, as well as many 
imported from other countries. Their stock of Liter- 
ature is complete—from the profound and elaborate 
tomes of the philosophic, to the light ard airy produc- 
tions of the French and German schools. Every des- 
eription of Book, Magazine, Periodical, and especially 
of Cueap Pusications can be procured, with cala- 
logues of the same by those who desire them. 

B. S. & Co., are also agents for the different Maga- 
zines. Reviews. &c., both American and Foreign. 
Whoever desires to become a subscriber to Godey’s 
Graham’s, or any other of the serials published in this 
country, or the reprints of the prominent Magazines 
and Reviews of Europe, need only apply at No. 222 
BROADWAY, where their desires will be fulfilled, 
both with punctuality and despatch. 

$* In ordering works by mail, the best way for all 
parties, is to cnclose the money, carefully enveloped, in 
current notes, gold or silver. Orders for any works 
published in the United States or imported, will be 
promptly attended to. The Trade supplied at pun- 
LISHERS’ LOWEST PRICES. 

A discount of 20 per cent on remittances of $5 and 
upward:. 

B. S. & Co., have no hesitatson in saying that Book- 
sellers, Dealers in Cheap Books, and the Trade gener- 
ally, cannot be supplied on better terms, or find so ex- 
tensive an assortment as may be found at our establish- 
ment, under the American Museum. Call and see. 
BURGESS, STRINGER & CO., 

222 Broadway, New York. 





*nov 23 
I OWBER’S TIN PLATED LEAD PIPE.—A sure 

4 protection against the injurious effects of lead, for 
sale atthe same price of common lead pipe. The at- 
tention of those about to introduce the Croton into their 
houses, is invited at 261 and 263 Water street, where 
they can examine the article which is considered equal 
if not superior to any manufactured in the world. 
THOS. OTIS LE ROY & CO. 

261 and 263 Water st. 





*nov 28 





LD LINE OF LIVERPOOL PACKETS.—THE 
Old Line of Packets for LIVERPOOL, will here- 
afier be dizpatcled im the following order, excepting 
that when the sailing day falls on Sunday, the ship will 








sail on the succeeding day, viz: 

Ships. Masters, From New-York. 
Oxford, Yeaton, June 1, Oct. 1, Feb. 1 
Cambridge, | Barstow, 16, 16, 16 
Montezuma, | Lowber, | July 1, Nov. 1, Mar. 1 
Fidelia, Hackstaff, 16, 16, 16 
Europe, Furber, | Aug. 1, Dec. 1, April 1 
New-York, | Cropper, 6, 16, 16 
Columbia, Rathbone ; Sept. 1, Jan. 1, May 1 
Yorkkshire, | Bailey, 16, 16, 16 








These Ships are not surpassed in point of elegance 
or comfort in their Cabin accommodations, or in their 
fast sailing qualities, by any vessels in the trade. 

The Commanders are well known as men of charac- 
ter and experience ; and the strictest attention will al- 
ways be paid to promote the comfort and convenience of 
pas engers. Punctuality as regards the days of sailing 
will ve observed as heretofore. 

The price of passage outwards, is now fixed at $100, 
for which ample stores of every description will be 
provided, with the exception of Wines and Liquors, 
which wiil be furnished by the Stewards if required. 

Neither the Captains or owners of these Ships will be 
responsible for any Letters, Parcels or Packages sent 
by them, unless regular Bills of Lading are signed 
therefor. For freight or p2ssage, apply to 

GOODHUE & Co., 64 South-st., or 
C. H. MARSHALL, 38 Burling-slip, N. Y., or 


*dec5 BARING, BROTHERS & Co., Liverpool. 





IFE ASSURANCE. NATIONAL LOAN FUND 

4 LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, No. 26 CORN- 
HILL, LONDON, CAPITAL £500,000, or $2,500,000. 
Empowered by act of Parliament. This Institution 
embraces important and substantial advantages with 
respect to life assttranee and deferred annuities. The 
assured has, on all occasions, the power to borrow, 
without expense or forfeiture of the policy, two-thirds 
of the premiums paid (see table) ; also the option of se- 
lecting benefits, and the conversion of his interests to 
meet other conveniences or necessity. 

Assurances for terms of years at the lowest possible 
rates. 

DIVISION OF PROFITS. 

The remarkable success and increasing prosperity of 
the Society has enabled the directors, at the last annual 
investigation, to declare a fourth bonus, varying from 
35 to 85 per cent. on the premiums paid on each policy 
effected on the profit scale. 
































EXAMPLES. 
| Per- |Sumas’1 
Age. Sum} Pre- | Year.| Bonus |Bonus man’nijmay bor- 
mium. added.| in |reduc-} row on 
cash, |tion of] the 
prem. | policy. 
3| 8 $i is | 8 
1837 | 1088 75/500 24) &) OB} 2225 
| 1838 | 960 76|135 53) 67 53} 1987 
60 (5000/370 SO} } 828 ("1370 45) 55 76) 17 
| 1840 | 581 85/270 20| 39 70 1483 
184l 555 56|317 50) 37 54) 1336 





The division of profits is annual, and the next will 

be made in December of the present year. 
UNITED STATES AGENCY. 

For list of local directors, medical officers, table of 
rates, and reportof the last annual meeting, (15th of 
May, 1846,) see the Society’s Pamphlet, to be ebtained 
at their office, 74 Wall street, New York. 

MEDICAL EXAMINERS, 
J. KEARNY RODGERS, M. D. 
ALEX. E. HOSACK, M. D. New York. 
T. S. KEENE, M. PD. 
BANKERS. 
THE MERCHANTS’ BANK, New York. 
STANDING COUNSEL. 
W. VAN HOOK, Esq., New York. 
J. MEREDITH, Esq., Baltimore. 
SOLICITOR AT NEW YORK. 
JOHN HONE, Exrq. 
JACOB HARVEY, Chairman of Local Board. 
J. LEANDER STARR, General Agent. *dec5 





NSURANCE.—LEXINGTON FIRE, LIFE AND 
MARINE INSURANCE COMPANY, insures pro- 
ev of every description, against perils by Fire and 
ater. Chartered by the Legislature of Kentucky 1836. 
Capital, 300.000 dollars. 
OFFICERS : 
JOHN W. HUNT, President. 
John Brand, William S, Waller, 
Madison C. Johnson, Dudley M. Creig, 
Richard Pindell James O. Harrison, 
Tuomas B. Baxter, Secretary. 
Allapplications for Insurance in the cities of New- 
York and Brooklyn, will have prompt attention at the 
office of the Agency, No. 63 Wall-street, where all claims 
fur losses will be liberally adjusted and promptly paid. 
JOSEP OXIE, Agent. 


Stevens & Hox1z, Counsellors. *nov2 
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Judy’s Lectures.—No. 10. 


ON TRUTH. 


What is Trura? The question was once asked in high quarters 
without eliciting any verbal reply ; though perhaps the si/ence with which 
it was received may be interpreted into a most eloquent response. 
‘* What isa ghost?” That is Jupy’s question, and when any philoso- 
pher will give us a satisfactory answer,—make the phenomena visible to 
our outward senses, or reduce its nature to the comprehension of our un- 
derstanding—we will adopt the same process of reasoning or action, by 
which he achieves such a desirable consummation, and are convinced 
that we shall be able to astound the world, by showing at length what 
this nightmare of centuries—TruTH—really is. 

In the meantime, we must content ourselves with conjecturing that 
Truth, in the beginning, was an invention of Fatsenoop; a barrier of 
superstition set up to defend Craft, a labyrinth that bewildered Simplicity, 
a specious virtue adopted from jNecessity, when the Reat had been for- 
saken and was forgotten. Truta was an idol erected in the temple of 
Reality, Primitive Virtue, and Love. 

** In the early ages,’’ so runs the legend, “‘ man felt nothing but ador- 
ation and gratitude towards his Maker, and Love towards his fellows, 
then was Truru never thought of. But Falsehood and Self crept into 
the world and confused the order of things. Then weak mortals deserted 
their God, and were so enamoured of their crimes and foilies, that they 
tefused to return to the paths of rectitude and Simplicity. The 
** Spirit of the Age ” demanded a new Power ; Truru was discovered, 
and men, in willing self-delusion, hugged it totheir hearts. Truru 
made for them accommodating gods of wood and stone, instituted creeds, 
degraded Adoration into Worship, and immolation, and debased Love 
into Duty. 

Trutu is eternal—immutable! Such for thousands of years has been 
the cant axiom of philosophers, thus supporting a dogma byalie. As 
we take it, it can only be co-existent with Falsehood and Folly, and con- 
sequently cannot survive the present world. For what necessity 
will be for the wild speculations—the diseased fantasies — and 
foggy theories of Truru, where there isno semblance—in a state of Re- 
ality—Fruition ? The immutability of Trurn is one of those pleasant 
fictions in which man delights, in the present age. How much wiser 
were the ancients, who endowed their divine foreteller of future events 
—that oracle of Truru—Prorevs, with illimitable powers of transform- 
ation and changefulness. 

Afterwards, we believe, TrurH was represented as a young lady 
dressed in a very loose habit, and the attributes of the Virtue were well 
denoted, both by the sex and the dress of itsrepresentative. But thenshe 
was allied to Religion, and became an Empress—a most despotic one too 
—extending her dominion by fire and sword, murder and rapine. She it 
was, not Cadmus, who sowed the dragon’s teeth, that produced armed men. 








Again she changed, and this time came forth a grave philosopher—de- 
cried the tenets herself had taught—and she, the merciless, preached 
mercy. But she attempted to overthrow the fabric she had raised ; she 
dreamed sick dreams, became the prey of dark and wild imaginings, de 
clared eternal war against Faith. and like a fiery maniac shrieked o’er 
Earth the appaling revelation—* Noruine is true.” Heaven was a fic- 
tion, Earth a dream, Man a wretch—the sport of Destiny—and Destiny 
itself an inscrutable Lie. This new doctrine, of course, was christened 
with blood. It caused Revolutions, the murder of millions. Truru 
then quietly prepared to change her dress, to appear in’a new character 
in the next act ; and that is now enacting. But the fickle goddess has 
multiplied herself until she is a perfect Legion ; she reveals herself too 
but in glimpses of shapeless, indefinite penumbre. She is now recog- 
nised as a living Impossibility, an invisible Obscure. She would fain 
impose herself upon the world as an Imaginary Reality, when, in fact, (the 
modern) Trutu, is the staunch antagonist and opposite of the Rea. 

Now she is an Hydropathist, (this art she learned while “living ina 
well,”’) now an Infidel, now a Progressive Democrat, again a Transcen- 
dentalist, with ahundred other shapes that she assumes, until Man heving 
suffered Faith to die of inanition, has become bewildered by her various 
teachings, and looks to Heaven in idiotic doubt, and upon Life in despair. 

Truth as at present existing, is a kind of poetical abstraction, and con- 
sequently entitled to the regular ‘‘ poetical license.””, Like most poetry, 
too," she keeps as far as possible aloof from Fact, and leaves recorded 
actualities and positive deductions, that she may soar in the erial realms 
of Imagination, ever mindful the far-off and vague possesses greater power 
than the near and discernable. The rising ‘‘ sweet singers ” of the pre- 
sent generation, who are anxious to reform the world, and revolutionize 
mankind, by a few stanzas conveying foggy prophecies, or dim threats— 
fearfully incomprehensible—love to pourtray Truru in this manner. 
With them she is a terrific monster, “‘ panting under the heart of Time,” 
or in some other inpossible ambush, whence (having changed her sex,) 
she will some day emerge in full armour, to strike down time-honored 
institutions, and ancient traditions ; raze the strongholds of Revelation, 
and teach man to ** swim about this sea of troubles ” with the bladders 
of Philosophy, in place of the plank of Farru, not caring that she en- 
velopes the shore he seeks to gain, in the thick night of Doubt. 

Truru it was that blindfolded Justice, while she codified partial pro- 
tection and unequal right, under the name of Law.—Trurn it was that 
consecrated the furious intolerance of bloodthirsty Bigots.—Trutu it is 
that has torn the banner of Religion into shreds, split creeds into hairs- 
breadth fibres, and made by-paths to Heaven. Trutu has made what is 
not an absolute Lie—a Virtue—so that he who says ‘‘ two and two make 
four,”’ instead of three or five, performs a noble action, Trurm it will 
be as a many-headed Jsm, that will exalt man into a living mechanism, 
force him to sail through life without a sheet-anchor, and eventually des- 
troy all belief in the two great facts—the Bible and the Multiplication 
Table. 
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It is allowed that Mr. Mickie makes an ex- 
cellent Mayor. The Whigs, however, are rath- 
er afraid he will not turn out as well as they 
could wish. 


——@———— 


How is It? 

If a man’s actions are to be judged by the 
animus, or mind, with which he does them, we 
should like to know by what standard Recorder 
Scorrt is to be measured. 

a 


It is So. 

It is said that our Ciry Faruers have no sense 
of economy. They bravely make up for the de- 
ficiency by displaying a singular economy of 
sense. 


—— 


Surely. 

It isa common remark with our judges and 
lawyers that the end of Justice should be pro- 
moted. Thisis the reason, we presume, why 
they try to strangle hex so often. 


———_>————_ 
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A RISING ARTIST. 








‘** That’s a bad pas,”’ as the man said when he 
saw the dancing master kicking his son. 
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Private Gentility. 

The hirsute and persecuted Adonis, whom 
Cor. Wess in a moment of desperate forgetful- 
ness called his “ private gentleman,”’ appears 
destined to become a great man in spite of him- 
self, and to acquire a temporary renown, unsur. 
passed even by that of an unhappy dog witha 
kettle tied to his tail. How much better it 
would have been for all if his ‘‘ gentility’”’ could 
have blushed unseen in its venal privacy, with- 
out being thrust upon the world. Better for the 
character of the press that he should have raised 
small levies of black mail privately, than have 
received a walking ticket, or carte blanche, to 
join the legion of shameless extortioners that 
infest our city,and plunder with impunity, from 
the first artist to the retailer of a shilling sheet 
of music. 

The Owl, as we take it, is the “‘private gen- 
tleman” of the feathered race; he can screech 
valiantly and terribly withal, from an ambush ; 
but force him into the sunshine, and what an 
ugly, blinking, scared thing it is. So with our 
‘‘ private gentleman.” One of the evening pa- 
pers partially exposed the practices of “ private” 
gentility in which he has been indulging, to the 
gaze of the public; when lo! the owl became 
frantic, and to save him from lunacy, the com- 
passionate editor kindly braved the horrors of 
dyspepsia by eating the words of his own critic, 
indigestible as they were. 

a 


Right. 





BEATING TIME. 





The Evening Mirror, in puffing some new 
fluid for the hair, says ‘‘ there is no humbug 
about it.” As usual with such things, the hum- 
bug we suspect is in it, not about it. 

















































Aldermania No. 5. 


The Father of the Twentieth is not dead! No, the tenacity of life 
possessed by that wondrous and well-preserved youth, exceeds all belief; 
he has survived even MessEroir’s jokes. The twentieth Parent is in 
florid health—indeed, judging by his face, which glows in all ‘‘ its wonted 
fires,” he may be said to be in a perfect conflagration of health ; she 
who ** wore a wreath of roses” had not a more rosy countenance. Yet 
was he despondent at the last meeting of the droll Fathers. Yes, the 
unhappy man was gloomy and melancholy. ‘ Vy, hownow thou blighted 
wretch,’’ quoth Messerole, (the vindictive,) ‘* how darest thou presume 
to enter this merry assembly with such a rueful phiz ?”’ 

The unhappy Twentieth solemnly rose to address the council; he 
looked piteously upon the Fathers, coughed imploringly three times, and 
burst into tears. ‘* Conscript Fathers!” thus at length he sobbed, “I was 
anxious to serve my country. My heart yearned to become sutler toa 
regiment of volunteers. I visited Washington at an expense of twenty 
dollars, [which several of yeu, impelled by the eccentric faith in honesty 
inseparable from the aldermanic nature, lent me.] <I took Jupy in my 
pocket as a recommendation ; yet, Marcy refused to give me the—the 
ap--point—ment !” The father, overcome by his feelings, would say no 
more. With streaming eyes, he lifted up his hands for a moment, then 
flung himself prostrate upon the floor, and roared inhumanlv. . 

Benson (the illustrious,) can extract fun from misery. He uttered, on 
the spur of the moment, the greatest joke of the season, a jest of illi- 
mitable mirth.—We give it to our readers: ‘ { think Marcy did right.” 
said he, ‘* what right have the Conscript Fathers in the field before acen- 
scription is levied ?” 

We regret to say it, but we believe that more envy exists in the Com- 
mon Council than in all the world besides. Can our readers credit it ? 
Not one of the Fathers smiled except Benson (the glorious). He, of 
course, relapsed into immediate convulsions ; but his laughter was pulled 
short up, on observing that he laughed alone : [cries of shame among the 
reporters. } 

' And I think,” this was Messrrore (the inimitable), “* that Marcy was 
quite right also, for no man should hold two appointments. at once ; No. 
20 is a sutler already.” A simultaneous shout of “explain ” followed 
this. “* Vy,” quoth Messrrote, (the side-splitting,) ‘ has he not proved 
to the cost of some present, that he is subtler than any of us?’ The 
Twentieth Father slowly arose and grinned feebly and faintly ; he “ ad- 
mired the jest, but could not forgive the sarcasm.” Benson said 
“* pshaw,” the others said “hem,” and Messerole (the droll) was evi- 

















dently disconcerted. The chairman reminded the Twentieth Father that 
a joke was due from him, and if not instantly perpetrated, he would in- 
sist upon his expulsion. The disconsolate Twentieth took a paper from 
his pocket, and with fear and trepidation faltered out the following ques- 
tion: ‘* Why is the Father of the Tenth so fond of giving hard rubs?” 
(Profound silence.) ‘‘ Because he has been so long used to the bowls.” 
Deep sensation was produced by this failure.’ Messeroe insisted that 
it was an unpardonable personal allusion. If he kept a ten-pin alley it 
was no man’s business. He moved that asa pen-ance for such a miser- 
able failure, No. 20 should stand in the corner of the room with his hands 
behind his back, until he made a proper joke. This was carried unani- 
mously, and the persecuted creature,walked to « corner, bored his nose in 
an angle of the wall, placed his hands behind him, and blubbered like a 
forsaken calf. For the next half hour, the Fathers were busily occupied 
in alternately joking and quarreling, but none of their jokes were bad 
enough for our reporter tonote down. At the expiration of that time the 
Twentieth Parent came from his corner, laboring under the following 
joke, which he sobbed out in despair. ‘“‘ Why is a°man who whittles, 
like Ampudia ?”’ Silence ensued, and MesseRro1e walked to the door, 
evidently determined to prevent the flight of the heart-broken wretch ; 
“‘ Because he cuts his stick.” The last word had scarcely passed the 
blanched lips of the doomed wretch, when a shriek of indignation burst 
from all present. Mxsseroce knocked him down with a blow under the 
ear ; Benson instantly jumped upon him, and kicked him in the most 
inhuman manner. Our reporter rushed from the room perfectly horrified 
—he has scarcely recovered his senses yet. 


—_ 


Designing Commissioner. 


The Evening Mirror says that the Commissioners for the Smithsonian 
fund, have accepted two designs for the building of the Institute, from 
Mr. Renwick of New York. We always thought it more than probable 
that the design of the founder, Mr. Smith, would never be carried out. 














A Remedy. 

We regret to find the Crvit authorities in New York at the Post 
Orricer, and elsewhere, wont take Mexican Dotxars, and the Miritary, 
&c., headed by General Taytor, can’t. We beg to assure the distress. 
ed holders we w1L! 
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The Southern Chivalry Vindicated. 


It is with peculiar pleasure we write the above heading. We think the 
following paragraph, extracted from the Sun of Thursday, the twenty- 
first entirely exenerates them from the censures heaped upon their antt- 
Sightable dispositions. 

GAMBLING AND SHOOTING. 

An altercation recently took place at a game of cards, between James 
Vance, a nephew of Governor McDurrix, of South Carolina, and a Mr. 
BiackwELt, when Vance drew a pistol and shot BLacx wet dead. The 
next day a party of five or six pursued Vance, shooting him several times, 
and one of the balls passed through his body, causing his death in a few 

ours. 

Can any reasonable person suppose, after reading this pleasant little re- 
port, that a young, fashionable, and high-souled Son or Tux Sovtu can 
be such a lunatic as to go to savage and half-barbarous Mexico for the 
purpose of shooting down those who are merely the enemies of his coun- 
try, when at home, under his own roof, and in the blessed state governed 
by equal laws and distinguished for its blind dispensation of justice, he 
can indulge to satiety in the luxury of destroying the bosom friend, with 
whom—perhaps because he objects to being swindled at a quiet game 
of poker—he may chance to have a difficulty; or if not the suoorrr 
pown of the first victim, a possessor of the right of hunting, like a wild 
beast, the aggressor, and becoming in his turn that most enviable of all 
human beings—an “‘ HONORABLE MURDERER.” 


— 
— 


A Distinction. 


Some one inquired the other day if we wete acquainted with his Ex- 
cellency the President. ‘I know the President, well enough,” was the 
reply, ‘‘but I suspect there are few who can say they are acquainted 
with his excellency.” 





——— 


Euclid Refuted. 


“A part”—says EvcLip—* one at once may see 
Unto the whole can never equal be.” 

Some M. C’s speeches can this fact control— 
Of them a part ts equal to the whole. 











HOTEL ACCOMODATIONS. 





O_p Gent.—Waiter ! 

Warrer.—Certainly, Sir! 

O.Lp GenT.—Get me a towel. 

Waiter.—Towel, hairbrush, and toothbrush behind the door, Sir. 





Gingerbread Men, No. 8. 
_ The Gingerbread Man of Genius is an amusing but very worthless an- 
imal. He commenced life by giving evidence of extreme sensibility ; 
for when the cold air of this colder world just expanded his untried lungs, 
he cried; and such was the delicacy of his nervous organization, that, 
when the nurse unwittingly stuck a pin in his body, he precociously 
doubled his fists and kicked his little legs about as though he did not like 
it. During the molasses and candy age of the boy he was constantly sur- 
prising his mother by the manufacture of paper boats and other compli- 
cated productions, which she averred were got up in a style superior to 
anything of the sort ever produced by any other youth. In the incipient 
age of puppyism, a young lady with red hair and varied accomplishments 
suddenly struck upon a vein of poetry in his composition, and the young 
man of genius became the centre of a small circle of admiring relatives, 
and the ** Lorenzo” of the ‘‘ Monthly Fudge.” Dividing his time be- 
tween albums and bread-and-butter young ladies, the genius arrived at 
man’s estate as barren of purpose in life as he was when first swaddled. 
Death had cut the apron strings of his affectionate mother, and the Gin- 
gerbread Genius was left to tottle along the highway of life without the 
support of that tender tie. Reiying on the interested puffs of the editor 
of the “* Monthly Fudge,” and the praises of the ladies in whose albums 
he had stamped his fame, he collected his charades, conumdrums, and 
poetical effusions, and announced to an astonished world a uniform edi- 
tion of his works. The uniformity of the edition was not disturbed by 
the sale of a single volume, and the Gingerbread Genius retired to his 
room, thrust his hands deep into his empty pockets, and railed in good 
set terms against the stupid world. He consoled himself, however, with 
the usual stereotyped twatile of conceited ignorance, that his ill luck was 
the fate of Genius. Taking it for granted, like the inebriate who swore 
that all the world was drunk, that it was not the uniform stupidity of his 
uniform edition that laid himself and his works upon the shelf, he perse- 
vered in his course of public inflictions till middle life found him very in- 
dignant and very seedy. A hundred avenues to wealth and comfort had 
been opened to him in the course of his career, but like the ragged, not 
to say lazy members of his tribe, his lofty genius spurned all ways to 
competence save those which led through a track he was incompetent to 
pursue. It requires something beside a love of gin and water and collars 
down to make a poet like Byron; some higher qualifications are neces- 
sary in the composition of a man of letgers than the courage to put in type 
a series of effeminate nothings; and if the Gingerbread Men of Genius, 
who abound in the community, would but be convinced of this, the shop- 
board of the tailor and the stall of the cobler might be greatly benefited 
by the conviction. 


<i 
—_—- 





Latest from the Seat of War! 


BY JUDY’S MENTAL TELEGRAPH. 


“A friend of ours lately called on Generat Taytor, and found him 
deeply engaged in reading. Some occasion calling O1p Roven aNnp 
Reapy from the room. Curiosity induced the visitor to examine the book. 
It was a volumn of SuaksrpeareE—with a pencil mark opposite the fol- 
lowing lines in OTHELLO: 


[aco. ** *** “A great arithmetician, 

A fellow almost damned in a fair life ! 

Who never set a squadron in the field, 

Or the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster— 

Save in the bookish theoric wherein 

The togged consul can propose as masterly 

As he ;—mere prattle, without practice, is all his soldiership! 
And J, of whom his eyes had 

SEEN THE Proor at Khodes, at Cyprus, 

And on other grounds—christian and heathen— 
Must be belied and calm’d 

By debitor and creditor! This Counter Castor ! 
He in good time must his Lievrenant be ; 

And I—heaven bless the mark !— 

His Potxsurp’s* ancient !—” 


Our friend was further struck by a double lining under the speech of 
Roperico—which immediately follows the above—viz: 


Rov. I'd rather be his hangman!” 





* In the original text,“ Moorsmuir’s.’’ Printer’s Devil. 
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CHOPPED FODDER FOR THE “OLD WHITE HORSE.” 











But had those carpet heroes stood 











Proceedings of the House of Representatives, Jan. 9th. 

Why did he not cut the Mexicans off? Why did he suffer them to 
cross the river ? He knew that General Taylor said that he had no pon- 
ton bridge ; but why did he not follow them into the river? * * 

He concurred with his honorable friend from Georgia, that this war 
had been prosecuted inefficiently, and that it was the fault of the gen- 
eral in charge that he was not at Monterey at least eight weeks sooner, 
and that he had not prosecuted the war with more vigor. 

Mr. Thompson, of Mississippi, followed the lead of Mr. Ficklin in 
this wise : 





Let Faction hurl her dastard darts 
At brave old “* Rough and Ready,” 
Entrenched behind the people’s hearts, 
He mocks her aim unsteady. 
Let carpet knights from Illinois, 
And tools from Mississippi, 
Wag fiercely ’gainst the staunch old boy, 
The weapon of Xantippe ; 
While from amid the ranks of death, 
To shame each palace dancer, 
Arrive his couriers out of breath, 
With * Victory!” for an answer. 
In vain do parasites assail 








Beside the Rio Grande, 
Would they, for the devouring flood, 
Have left the beef and brandy ? 
The foe with but a choice of ills— 
Wild waves and Yankees wrathy— 
Preferred to Taylor’s opening pulls, 
A course of hydropathy. 
But our brave boys who won the fight, 
Victory with yictory crowning, 
Had no especial cause that night 
For suicide hy drowning ; 
And asno Moses volunteered 
To part the billows wanton, 
And cannon would not swim, they heard, 
Without a boat or penton : 
They paused one night—that gallant host— 
To brace their sinews failing ; 
And by thus taking up their post, 
Brought downma Fick.in’s railing. 


_— 
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Trade Report. 

















The Hero, as directed ; 
Encased in Honor’s burnished mail, 
By Glory’s shield protected, 
He’|l laugh to scorn their harmless bile, 
And wish their wit were riper : 
Defying, like a tough old file, 
Each crawling, hissing viper. 
Ampudia seek at Perote, 
Or ask disgraced Arista, 
How Taylor to a flight one day 
Turned their expected festa. 
The captured kettles filled the air 
With odors tempting—very, 
And so the Yankees took the fare— 
The Mexicans the ferry. 
No doubt a fast of thirty hours 
And battles twain, are frolics 
Which should recruit an army’s powers 
For practical hydraulics ; 











There has been considerable Bustle in ite Pig MaRKxET, and some pretty loud quotations 
~-from the same source. Legs continue active when dogs are in sight, and feet and 
shoulders keep moving. We saw one very lively transaction in the Barrel, which would 
have gone off at a considerable advance, but that 

















lily a= ult 
o— Mtr pa | HALL 
OR ee — SN 
so SF ee =\_ \ 
‘ MUU — = a 
ea ~ = =S— . ill 
a < ; = 








THE HOLDER WAS FIRM, AND OBSTINATELY DETERMINED TO KEEP THE ATICLE BACK. 











‘LUVGH SIH ZAAIUD ANY SAAD SIH MATHS » 
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THE POLITICAL MACBETH. 


| “ SHEW HIS EYES AND GRIEVE HIS HEART, 
he / 
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The Last Man. 


Stifling the air; the sky was dun, 
And the noontide sun was red, 

Pestilence flapp’d its murky wing 
Above the festering dead! 


The rich and the poor together lay, 
Like brothers had they died, 
And the “‘ Dives’ found a noisome grave 
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By the pauper “‘ Lazarus’ ” side. 


The Mercnant shrewd, at his desk was struek, 
And the Bette upon Broadway, 

The Deater in Fasutons followed the mode, 
For death was in vogue that day! 


The Broxers and Bankers all were dead 
In the midst of wealth untold ; 

No need to watch them well I wot 
For the worms touched not the gold. 


A Miser still hath one pulse of life, 
For assistance a gaunt wretch cries, 

His brain is pierced by a pistol ball, 
And with glee the Miser dies. 


The sea is dead, and the herbless plain 
Is with putrid masses strewed : 

Man, beast, fish, fow], all lifeless lie 
In the hideous solitude. 


The prisoner rotted in his cell, 
And his wife and child lay near; 

They died as their words of comfort fell 
On the desolate pris’ner’s ear ! 


And the Christian creditor, hard of heart, 
Who in vengeance came to look 

On the agony of his victim’s face, 
Was also there death-struck. 


The murderer bathed in human blood, 
Beside the murdered lay, 

And the foetid smell of the crimson flood 
Spread pestilence night and day. 


The lifeless mother clasp’d her child, 
Whose little hands were cold, 

The bride of a moment scarcely smiled 
Ere her hours on earth were told. 


The mariner fell from the topmost height 
Of the all unmoving barque, 

A splash was heard, and his corse lay still 
By the dead and harmless shark. 


A corpse was laid in }is churchyard home, 
And the mourners stood around, 

An instant passed, and among them all 
Not a breathing one was found. 


See there, upon the Astor steps, 
Stands the only living thing ; 

And he pondereth thus—‘‘ now which of the twain, 
Grim Death or I, are Kine! 


**T’m all alone—what a wretched fate ! 
In vain has my hair been curled! 

There’s no eye here to gaze on its gloss; 
I’m the Last MAN in the world!” 


Through his opera glass he gazed on the dead, 
And heaved a piteous moan! 

And he sprinkled the steps of the Astor House 
With the purest Eau pe CoLoeng. 


And he swore an cath—it was far too bad— 
‘I’m a wretched man, I vow; 

Must I walk Broadway, for ever I say, 
Ungreeted by smile or bow 1? 
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**Tt’s a horrible state, for I’m not fit 
After daily meals to look ; 

Could I see old death, I’d give it him well, 
Till he sent back tailor and cook.” 


Then a skeleton stole to Leary’s store, 
And a bran new hat he chose, 

Then ransacked Jennina’s every shelf 
In search of the daintiest clothes. 


From a jeweller’s shop he next obtained 
Of costly gems a set, 

And wrote with his long and fleshless hands, 
Deatu! Dearu! for a full receipt! 


And then to the Astor steps repaired, 
Where the wondering Last MAN stood ! 

And bowed, and smiled a hideous smile 
That chilled the Last man’s blood. 


And he shook his hand with a courtly air ! 
And hushed was his struggling breath ! 


But he thought, as he gazed on his well dressed bones, 


** What a very RECHERCHE Deatu !” 
a ae ee 


“We do percieve here a divided duty.” 


It is somewhat singular that the first line of the Latin prayer to Saint 
Martin should be subdivided by the Punic and Pustisuer of Yankee 
Doopte, when speaking of that erudite work. 
at the reading portion, ‘‘ Oh Mihi!” and the latter at the curs—its only 
short lived salvation—** Beate Martin !” 


The former exclaiming 
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THE WAITER OF PRINCIPLE. 
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Gent. LEAVING A Horet—WaAITER LoquiTuR: 


Waiter. Fifty cents, if you please, Sir. 
Gent. What for, pray? 
Warrer. Blacking your boots, ol 
Gent. Why! mine are patent leather. 
Warrer. Principle’sthe same, Sir. I would a’blackened ’em, sure, 


if they hadn’t been. 
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JUDY’S FLORA—A HOUSE LEEK. 








Devotion. 

Gallantry towards the softer sex is always ad- 
visable. Wevery much delight in the display 
of it in a practice which prevails in most cf our 
churches, viz: that of the gentlemen leaving a 
pew to admit a late coming lady to the seat far- 
thest removed from the door. The bold daring 
with which our gallants will turn from their de- 
votion to the Creator to that of the creature is 
worthy of all commendation. ‘“ Deliverus from 
evil,” says the pious young man, and he rises 
from his knees and politely opens the pew door 
to the feathers and silk which beseige it ; the 
commotion subsides, and he is down again just 
in time to say AMEN. 


a oe « 


A Poor Possession. 

Mr. Porx is said to have an extraordinary de- 
gree of self-possession. If such be the case, he 
must be encumbered with very worthless prop- 
erty. 

a 


Inconsistent. 


Is it not somewhat paradoxical that Mr. 
Wa ker does not fear any decline in the reve- 
nue from an increased consumption in the ar- 
ticles from which it is produced 2 


Se 





**T may feel the point, but don’t see the joke,” 
as the sheep said to the butcher’s knife. 





Innocent Monomanias. 
PRIVATE THEATRICALISM. 

The above is one of the most prevalent phases of the numerous delu- 
sions which beguile our always-insane-on-some-point-or-other race. 
Your private Tueatricau Fanatic is usually a young man with an im- 
mense deficiency of caLr where it should be—in the legs—and a supera- 
bundance of the same—where it should not be—in the neap. He isa 
personage of very unfinished conformation: his whiskers, if he wears 
them, are thin, sandy, and sickly—his eye, from frequent practice of ‘* the 
fine phrenzy”’ in which he imagines it should be ** rolling,” is deficient of 
all natural expression—and his voice, like an overblown bottle, subject to 
crack on the most trifling provecation. 

The disease generally takes its origin from the night on which the pre- 
disposed maniac first sees Mr. Forrest, or Mr. Cuartes Kean, or any 
other Mister—at the Parx, Bowsery, or Cuiruam—who may be fortu- 
nate enough toreceive “ the flattering applause of an intelligent, delighted, 
appreciating, and overflowing audience.” From that moment the germ 
of long hidden genius bursts forth. Ssurn is no longer the Smrru he 
was: no, he is the predestined Ricuanp—the embryo Ornetto—the un- 
blown Ricueiev—or the concealed CLaupr MELNorte. 

Dry goods! become dryer than March dust; Ledgers are looked upon 
as the galleys to which the sons of talent are tied; and visions of His- 
trionic greatness fill the inflated soul of the stage-struck hero, till it is 
even nigh to bursting. 

Under the influence of his overwhelming malady, he madly writes a 
dozen letters to a dozen managers, modestly requesting an opportunity to 
display his powers, and drive all other actors from the stage. 

The managers never answer, and from that moment the word is ab- 
solved from all connection with the name of gentleman. 

At last the happy thought of a private performance comes to the relief 
of the ill-treated one’s mind. The matter is soon concluded ; and the 
week following, being duly received as a member of a society composed 
of other monomaniacs laboring under the same delusion, you can get no 
answer fromhim on any subject in which he will not lug in the sentiments 
of ‘Our SHAKSPERIAN ASSOCIATION.” 

After countless drilling this ‘‘Germ of Genius” makes his first appear- 
ance— modestly choosing the every day character of Hamier—in the per- 
sonation of which he intends giving his auditors ‘‘a touch of his quality.” 

The expectant friends arrive at the appointed time at some cockloft, 
dignified by the name of ‘Our SuaksreRiAN Association’s THEATRE.” 
The scenes are some six feet by seven, and the stage of corresponding 
magnitude and magnificence. Our SHAKSPERIAN ASSOCIATION are dressed 
—every man according to his own taste—and make up a pleasant sample- 
parcel of the habiliments of all nations. After an hour’s wait, and an 
apology for the absence ‘“‘of the Orcuestra of Our SwaxsPeRian As- 
SOCIATION,” consisting, when it is there, of one fiddle, the curtain rises. 





In due time tHE Devurant appears: he is easily distinguished by the 
knocking together of his knees and the nervous grasping of his hat and 
feathers—symptoms of trepidation, the more hardy of Our SuakspeRiaN 
Association have nearly overcome. He is, as a matter of course, ap- 
plauded to the echo—or would be, if there was room for one—and from 
that moment becomes, for all the sane purposes of life, a ruined man. 

Jt is in vain to tell him the truth, to assure him he has treated Hamer 
in a way to justify the application of Macsern’s reflections on the murder 
of Tue Gracious DuNcan— 

—*‘ Nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestic—foreign levy, 
Naught can touch him farther,” 
he looks upon the advice as the result of envy, and the quotation asa 
‘* gross misapplication,’’ and consequently continues to “ render the night 
hideous”—to the ears of his suffering auditors—by his edition of Burke 
(the murderer) on the Sustime and Beautirut Suakspeare. 

When not thus engaged, he may be seen in the Pit of the Park, or 
Bcxes of the cheaper Theatres, criticising the luckless regulars with 
double-distilled vinegar asperity, and making most disparaging compari- 
son between them and the members of ** OuR SuakspERIAN ASSOCIATION.” 

At times, some of the more barefaced thrust themselves upon some 
fourth rate actor, volunteering to appear in a pet part for the actor’s ben- 
efit, hinting, vaguely, at the immense support he, the actor, will receive 
from the influence of the members of ** Our SHakspeRIAN ASSOCIATION3”’ 
the result of which is, the Privare Tueatrrica.’s disporting himself to 
the extreme amusement of the audience, who roar most lustily at his tra- 
gedy, and the admission of a couple of friends to the bamboozled actor’s 
dressing room, wherein they courteously regale themselves with any stray 
liquids, then and there to be imbibed. We once visited one of these 
green places, and were much edified by the mode of introduction adopt- 
ed by our friend. It was as follows: Mr. Buank—Mr. Snooxs; our 

‘HEAVY,’ Sir! 

‘“‘Our Heavy” was a knock-kneed youth with sandy hair and ferret 
eyes, and a decidedly half conscientious tone—we mean one of—the 
small, if not the st1uu. No sooner had we made the acquaintance of our 
ueavy, than we were bobbing our head to Mr. F. S. Grimes, “the gen- 
tleman who does our Licuts.”” We hummed out something about the 
genius of candle snuffing, but were snubbed into silence by the correc- 
tion—** our * LIGHTS,’ sir, Means our ‘ LIGuT ComMEpDy.’” C, F. Grunrer 
—Mr. Bank; GRUNTER’s our Low (comedy of course) ; and this, sir, 
pointing to the smallest possible pattern of a Boy-man, this is our “Ion.” 
Which last announcement provoked such an overwhelming desire to 
burst into a horse laugh,that we believe three steps down as many pair of 
stairs landed us in the street, and three quarters of an hour elapsed ere 
we had finished the laugh provoked by that 





INNOCENT MONOMANIAC--THE PRIVATE THEATRICAL. 
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Letter From L. M. C. 


WeruersrFiELp, Jan. 18, 1847. 


A life in the country! How sweet to exchange the care and tumult of 
the noisy city, for the blessed elysium of a country life. You are aroused 
from your slumbers at early dawn, by the crowing of the cock. To me, 
there was always a peculiar indescribable charm, a sweetly subduing 
influence in the music of this bird. I have lain for hours, in a perfect 
paroxysm of delight, listening to the matin orisons of these heavenly 
songsters. I have never attempted to analyze the music of the rooster. 
Whether he uses the soprano or sotto correctly or not, I neither know 
nor care ; I only know that when the mellifluous, thrilling, rapturous 
notes pour from his throat, there flows adivine influx from his soul 
into mine, and I seem to be holding communion with the mighty spirits 
of Bethooven and Hayden. The superior virtue, industry, and intelli- 
gence of country people may be principally ascribed to the benign influ- 
ence of this rustic music. 

How holy, sweet and ennobling, is the influence of the country air! 
It fills all hearts with great and affectionate thoughts. A striking illustra- 
tion of this was seen in the case of a calf and its mother near the road 
side. The mother was standing quietly by, chewing the cud of ma- 
ternal love, and regarding her offspring with mingled looks of pride and 
affection. But the calf—the great charm of the scene lay in the calf— 
he was bound in black—the color I have always considered most appro- 
priate for calves. His emaciated condition, and delicate thin legs, indi- 
cated that he was in the humbler walks of life ; but yet, when he rolled 
his lustrous blue eye, so full of tenderness and love, up to his mother, 
there was sucha sweet expression of quiet, calfish resignation, as quite 
overpowered me. 

** Out upon the calf, I say, 

Who turns his grumbling head away, 
And quarrels with h's feed of hay, 
Because it isn’t clover.”’ 


I witnessed, this morning, a striking illustration of the power of love 
and kindness. A man was attempting to drive a pig of some nine 
months old, which obstinately refused to go. Long and earnestly did 
he labor, with many a kick and blow and oath, but piggy baffled all his 
efforts. At length he changed his plan. Taking an ear of corn from 
his pocket, he commenced throwing the kernels before the animal. This 
act of nobleness and generosity was too much, and completely unmanned 
the poor pig. You should have seen, my dear S., how the muscles of 
his face relaxed, what a heavenly calm diffused itself over his counte- 
nance, instead of the proud scowl of scorn and defiance. Oh! it wasa 
sublime spectacle ! and I inwardly blessed that pig for taking such a no- 
ble stand in the cause of universal humanity. Taken in the abstract, the 
pig was no-wise noteworthy ; he was only one of the great brotherhood 
of his species, who, but for this accident, might have descended unno- 
ticed to the tomb. But now he becomes the embodiment of a great mo- 
ral principle, the instrument through which is developed a universal and 
infinite law. Nature is Dual. This is proved by the contrast between 
the pig and the man. They represent the two poles of opposite moral 
sentiments, and the corn the conducting medium, through which their 
discordant elements are reduced into harmonious union. Within that 
pig’s heart, was a deep mine of love and affection, whose rich treasures 
were thus developed. The incident brought forcibly to mind, the im- 
mortal lines of the poet of all humanity, which ought to be engraven in 
letters of gold on every heart : 

‘* If I had a donkey what wouldn’t go, 

Do you think I’d wollop him? Oh, no, no! 

I’d feed him some hay, and give him some oats, 
And cry, Gee up, Jerry! git along, go !” 


_ 
se tool 


Judy and the New Constitution. 


Jupy begs to state, in answer to numerous inquiries, that she has 
read the new Srare Constrrution. To the question, ‘Is Jupy satisfied 
with it ?” propounded by a high civil functionary, whose name she is not 
at liberty to disclose, it is more difficult to reply. Asa whole, the thing 
may do; although some of its provisions are not so liberal as they might 
be. Every man his own lawyer, is admirable; why not every criminal 
his own judge? [t may be urged that as the case stands criminals can 
elect their own judges; but true democracy teaches that no power should 
be delegated which the people can conveniently exercise for their own 
individual benefit. Jupy admits the improbability of a culprit being 
hardly dealt with by the Jupce he had assisted to elect ; yet think what a 
saving of time and expense it would be to suffer the accused, after plead- 
ing his own cause before a jury, to dictate the law to them from the bench. 
Under such a state of things, our prisons would be tenantless—our ar- 
chives unpoiluted by the records of crime. What a blessed consumma- 
tion! 











Jupy is opposed to that clause in the Constrrution which provides for 
the codification of the Srarz Laws. The same thing was done in Rome 
under Justinian, and in France by order of Narotxon, and she goes 
upon the general principle that nothing ever done in a Desrorism should 
be copied by a Democracy. The laws may be too long and too complex, 
but, as every citizen is to be his own attorney, why should not each prac- 
tilioner, cut, carve, and construe them to suit himself ? 

Jupy observes, with pain, that Governor Young, referring, in his mes- 
sage, to the jurisdictions of the New Courrs, recommends that /aw and 
equity be kept distinct and separate. Juny did hope that these divorces 
would be reunited under the new regime, and little expected that their 
reconciliation would be pronounced not only inpossibie but inexpedient. 

That part of the Constrrution which relates to manufacturing corpo- 
rations, tickles Jupy immensely. Let the property of every member of 
these “‘ soulless bodies’’ be liable to the last mill for the debts of all the 
rest. They’ll divide forty per cent., will they ? and give their hands only 
a dollar a day, eh? Set ’em up indeed! 


When Anam delved and Eve span, 
Who was then the gentleman? 


Jupy approves of the plan of single election districts. To liberalize 
and enlarge .the views of a representative there is nothing like binding 
him down to the interests of a locality two miles square. If every ten 
acre lot re.arned a member to the Assembly, Jupy thinks it would be de- 
cidedly more democratic. 

In depriving the Governor of all patronage, the Convention has done 
well. Gentlemen in search of office can now insult His ExceLLency 
with perfect impunity. Their votes may help to re-elect him, but nothing 
he can do can in any way affect them. The principal official act of the 
Governor, under the new Constitution, will be to draw his salary. He 
will thus be able to devote nearly his whole time to elegant recreation— 
such as playing at blindman’s buff with his military family, or push-pin 
with his private Secretary. It is true His Exceency is still permitted 
to retain the pardoning power; but as it is very unlikely that any judge 
would condernn a criminal to death, when the execution of the sentence 
might deprive him of a valuable constituent, the prerogative will probably 
be a dead letter. 

Finally, and to conclude, Jupy thinks that although the new Const1- 
TuTION falls short of her standard of radical democracy, its operation will 
far exceed the public expectation. She is rejoiced to know that Pro- 
cress has hitched a whole team of locomotives to our institutions, and 
if Justice is so blind that she can't keep out of the track, let her take the 
consequences. 


atin 
_ 





Epigram. 
** One SwaLLow ne’er a summer made”— 
Was said of old from Trent to UMber;— 


Then how can Yankee Doop.e hope 
One Martin now can make a number? 
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Our Correspondence. 


FROM JUDY TO N. P. WILLIS, ESQ, AUTHOR OF THE ‘‘ POETRY OF 
COsMETICa,” ‘TALES OF THE SILLIKICABIES,” &C., &c., &C. 


Sir, 

In common with half the world I have regarded with admiring ar’ “- 
ishment the great renown you have acquired by your immortal works; 
some of which I have read in the hours of remorse and penance, and 
am free to confess that their finish has always raised grateful emotions 
within me, and I have considered their faultless execution as a consum- 
mation greatly to be desired. 

I owe you, Sir, thanks for many hours of calm repose. 1 have sweetly 
slumbered over the pious and pathetic effusions of your youth ; and se- 
renely slept over the amiable frippery of your mature years. The world 
owes you much and our critics and satirists, whose task it is to ‘* shoot 
Folly as it flies,” have done no more than justice in letting you pass un- 
scathed ; nor have they thereby compromised their honesty—for your fol- 
ly never took wing, it never soared. Ah Sir! how grateful ought you to 
be to Fate, that gave you a Pagasus without wings. 

Sweet ’tis to ponder, when to dose we incline, over the soothing pa- 
ges of the Home Journal—that dear receptacle of literary milinerism— 
in which your twitters of pretty frivolities are set in type for the delight 
of the “‘upper ten” (of seamstresses;) where you bandy patronage 
with our own Narcissus Smua, (whom may the gods reward with long 
life, prosperity, &c., &c;) where we learn that Grace GREENWwoop rides 
on horseback ; that Bariier patronizes a downy moustache ; and that 
you have received a letter from some one of your distinguished foreign 
acquaintances warning you of an approaching change in the cut of 
waistcoats; and where also that glorious old hero-bard—the Bricapizer— 
becomes sublime (fora trifling remuneration) over Brerse’s hats, and 
inspired (for next to nothing,) over somebody’s walking canes. 

For all this I—equally with the rest of the world—am your debtor; but 
a higher efcellence on your part prompts me_ thus publicly to ac- 
knowledge my personal obligation, and my unbounded admiration of 
your noble conduct. I have long since discovered, Sir, that you are a 
devoted admirer of our sex, but it is only recently I have learned that 
with a disinterested ardor—far surpassing Quixotism—you have avowed 
yourself the champion of my distressed and sinning sisters, a gratuitous 
judge in Gotham of female propriety. Yet why—you dear irresistible !— 
why did you not leave Mrs. Larpner to * blush unseen,” rather than 
with intrusive patronage drag her once more before a censorious and un- 
feeling public? I admire your scriptural charity in extending to an err- 
ing woman, ferziveness. I applaud you for the profound knowledge of 
the New Testament exhibited in your defence. I join in your denunci- 
ations of the aspersions—mean, without precedent—of the ‘** Philadelphia 
Editor.” Yet why, dear sympathiser with treachery and lewdness, why 
have you suffered your officious friendship to get the unhappy lady into 
such a scrape ? 

Where restitution is impossible, perhaps repentance ought to obtain 
forgiveness. ‘i hat a woman should be received into society after desert- 
ing her husband, and abandcning her children, is perhaps establishing a 
precedent of doubtful good ;—yet husbands—as I know to my cost—are 
sometimes bores ; and children, we all know, are troublesome, squalling, 
dirty-nosed little brats, not worthy the attention of a mother of fashion: 
but why, in the name of all that’s lovely, did she run away with an an- 
cient charlatan, when so many gallant beaux were at her command; 
when even you saw her “at Brighton,” previously? Ilas cupid turned 
quack ?. -then let him be confined in a lunatic asylum! Has woman turn- 
ed ass 1—then let her “go to grass!” 

I can pretty well understand the drift of your last long article on the 
subject. The frequent introduction of the ‘ball at Brighton;’’ the 
Lords and Honorables; the “dancing with an Earl’s daughter,”’ and 
all that kind of thing, sufficiently explains the real motive for giving such 
a weary length of portentous nothingness ; but what are we to under- 
stand by this sentence ? 

“*But some good-natured writer for a newspaper, has taken the pains to 
cut out his paragraph and enclose it to us in a blank envelope, (no one 
but the writer of it would have taken the trouble, we think,) in which 
we are accused, by insinuation, of betraying more than a casual interest, 
in our tone of favorable comment on this matter. This probably means 
that we have been too familiarly acquainted with Mrs. Lardner. If so, 
we simply inform the writer that we never spoke to the lady in our life.” 


Now dear, wicked, charming, naughty Nathaniel, I shall certainly be 
compelled gently to pull your ear for this. Who suspected you of being 
** too familiarly acquainted with Mrs. Lanpver?” Not the simpleton 
who was fool enough to send you the paragraph! Not any one who 
knows you! Oh, Mr. N. P. Wittts, gay deceiver that you are! your 
friendship is fatal as C. E. Lester’s! When Mrs. Larpner learns of 
your rash advoeacy, she will surely exclaim— save me from my friends!” 
Oh Mr. Wituis—sweet recherche—lady-killing Mz. Witxis. Vanity, in 


some men, is like the ears of the ass, the most remarkable point about 
them, and yet they cannot see it. Now I being a regular purchaser of 
your literary syrups, and a lady of fastidious morals, insist that when 
another paragraph is written about the ‘‘ Earl’s daughter,” aforesaid, or 
any of the innumerable Countesses, Ladies, &c., of your acquaintance, 
you shall always inform us whether your “acquaintance” with them 
has been “too familiar.” But in sober earnest will you make an affida- 
vit that you were never ‘‘too familar” with Mrs. Larpner? Will 
you do the same with regard to Queen Vic ?_ To be publicly advertised 
in the newspapers, and sent to ALBERT, and the other precious old quack. 
Have mercy upon the husbands, sweet Naruaniet—Fiat justitia !—or 
by my green widowhood, I will pinch thy little finger when next we 
meet. 

But since you have established yourself asthe oracle of fashion, and 
chief judge of bienseance, I claim the right to lay my case before you for 
adjudication. You have seen me, sir; I was at Brighton, too! ‘“ We 
met, ’twas in a crowd,” you were dancing with the ‘ unmarried” 
daughter of an English Earl, to whom my husband and myself were in- 
troduced by a “noble lady,” and ‘ thus you accidentally shared in the 
introduction.” I admired you, Sir, as one of ‘* Nature’s Noblemen ;” 
nor even deemed that either Birth or Art, could beat Nature, until I saw 
your portrait, by Mr Martin, the other day—which I, as a lady, like so 
much better than the original, that I regret, for your sake, you are not 
more like it. But of what use is Art except to improve Nature? Well 
sir, toreturn. It was the height of the Brighton season,—recollect I 
was then with my poor husband—the room was crowded with puppets 
and puppies—we were the lions of the night. Alas! I was then enjoy- 
ing that domestic felicity which can never more be mine! You recollect 
my husband, Sir! A gentleman of remarkable appearance—once seen, 
not easily forgotten. ‘Then sir, I was happy !—pardon this blot, it is a 
tear sacred to the memory of the past ; forgive my weakness!—I am a 
woman ! 

I had been marvied to Mr. Puncu for many years. Heaven had blessed 
us with six children, when one fatal morning—it was the one after the ball, 
at which I had gazed enraptured upon your countenance—I discovered 
that his nose was too long. He was sleeping unconsciously upon his 
back, and that renowned and dissolute organ stood out in bold relief. I 
sighed and looked, looked and sighed, sighed and looked again, and at 
length I unconsciously exclaimed in a whisper, ‘‘O that I had married a 
man with wn nez retrousser!’’ Sir, I tremble as I proceed: a wild, un- 
governable passion for a pug nose grew upon me; I would sit for hours 
and contemplate a portrait of Lorp Brovcuam. Shall I confess all? A 
stranger came that way!—one who had made a fortune by vending quack 
medicines !!—his nose, oh heaven! ’twas all my fancy painted it, ’twas 
lovely, *twa3 divine!!! Sir, [ assure you that in the matter of turning up 
it excelled a turn-up bedstead. That nose proposed, and I, in a fatal mo- 
ment, suffered an unholy passion to trample upon all that is pure and 
noble in woman; maternal affection and conjugal love were sacrificed at 
the shrine of Seirisu lust. Sir, I eloped. The world may say that a 
strong fancy for a nose cannot excuse my crime; but I know, dear Mr. 
W., that you will tell the world about the strength of a woman’s passion, 
and a deal more in that beautifnl and inimitable style of yours. Relying 
with confidence upon your kindness, 

I am, Sir, 
With much respect, 
Yours, &c. 
Jupy. 


P. S. It will be quite as well that you say nothing at all about a “ too 
familiar acquaintance” with me, asI have some friends here—racketty 
dogs who will surely take it into their hot heads to demand an explana- 
tion, or perhaps something worse, in which case the next portrait would 
probably require to be winged. 


i, 
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Epigram. 


That all the good will live again, 
Causes INGERSOLL trepidation, 

For death to him, ’tis very plain, 
Will be no source of re-creation. 
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